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O * turn-over ; how will that do, 

y I said.
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a deal more like to he a turn-out, I reckon, 
if yer "don’t ’have yerself. I isn’t going to 
hot etch confloptiwsa in dis yere kitchen, I 
tell yer. Ef yer can’t set down widout 
rooting-----

toy grandmother’s kitchaa t the jet «ma
rnent, so to speak, on the hoamn of my ma
ternal family ! Her untiring activity, fide*-teraal fahnily.
ity, and boundleee capability 
chief cornerstones <»f its demestio repose ; 
her native wit and quaint drollery the 
crowning glory ef its pinnacle of pride. 
These peculiaritieaef hers had, in theoeurae 
ef years, made her so widely and favour
ably known through all the branches and 
twigs of the family tree, that to quote from 
Marm Linda was like quoting from Shaka- 
peare, only that it often happened that her 
remarks were wonderfully like the eelebra-

* play ef Hamlet with the Prince ofi ,-v.i, l.«u- ™ tu,—,___ v.__that?Denmark left out,” for from the very abun
dance and volubility of her words, and the 

% opical luxuriance-of her fancy, there was 
apt to spring up a charming obscurity of 
expression, which gave a certain n 
to her remarks wholly original ; her 
and her metaphors, her smiles and tier 
aphorisms, were so affandast that they of
ten fairty tripped np each-ether's heels in 
the utterance ; and while the gist of her 
remarks wee usually discernible amidst the 
fog and the mêlée, the language which was 
intended to ‘be the vehicle of their convey
ance was very apt to be upset, if not foun
dered and wrecked on eta way ; and any 
endeavour to set her right in su ok cases 
usually brought out ail sod of merry,'musical 
laughter, and the words, “ Lews ! well ; 
did I new 3 Well, what odds ? I s’pose 
if I didn't speak 1 shouldn't say nothing ; 
so dare it is, yer see."”

I can eat venture in this brief, sketch of 
my old heroine to say, as some have done, 
in dealing with similar dark subjects, 
“ Linda was of the pure Congo breed or, 
“ She was an anmixed African for she 
was probably nothing of the sort.

I am not going to puzzle or weary my 
readers with any profound genealogical in
vestigations into the history, name, and 
nation ef her varions progenitors :

“ Whe was SertsSher ? Who was her mother t
Had she a stater? Bad ehe a brother ?'

and all that sort of thing.; probably 
neither we nor she could have done so if we 
had tried, and fortunately neither she nor 
we ever felt called upon to make the at
tempt. She was in the world, she had 
come into it by some means or other, she 
did net knew how ; she was in it far some 
purpose or other, she did not know what ; 
and she had got to leave it at some time or 
other, she did net know when .; and that 
was all she seemed to know, or care to 
knew, upon the subject ; and, after all, is 
not that in reality pretty much the amount 
of what we any of us do know about it ?

To be suae we have “ had fathers in the 
flesh,” and so doubtless had she, -altl 
she eeeld not name them ; and if she 
not finish the quotation, “ which corrected 
us,” sheesatid tell of many who had done 
her that servive without the parental claim 
to justify them in doing so ; so we will let 
her antecedents go, only premising that, as 
in the popular strong drinks of her native 
Southen States, the far famed “ sherry- 
cobblers,” and “ mint-juleps,” sweet and 
sour, see and spirit, fruit and herb, are

mined in strange and seemingly incon- 
gruoas juxtaposition, and yet by the mere 
taming of a straw they are “ in linked 
sweetness long drawn oat.” Even so it 
seemed in Linda’s moral, mental, and 
physical composition, the Saxon, Congo, 
French, Indian, and Spanish elements, in 
their unknown relationships and in an on- 
remembered past, had been mingled to
gether, and from this strange medley of na
tions and sects had come forth something 
very good, and that something blest our 
home, aid was “-Mann Linda.” In per
son, Mara Linda, was tall and stately ; 
not portly, as is too often the undresical 
fault in females of her hue, but trim and 
well bnilt ; always scrupulously neat in her 
drees, theugh with a very decided leaning 
to colour and ornament ; with a face of 
deep thoughtfulness when at rest, butisud- 
dealy breathing np and dimpling into all 
sorts of queer quips, and quirks, and droll 
grimaces when she spoke ; embellishing 
her oratory by the free and graceful as well 
as emphatic gesticulation? of head and feet, 
hands, arms, and shoulders.

This droll and piquant face was always 
enhanced by the showy folds of the South
ern turban, which she had never laid aside, 
and which rite seemed to regard as » mark of 
caste ; for although very glad to have 
found a home in the North, and very proud 
of the free breath she drew there, she still, 
in her heart, entertained a certain re
spectful memory of the aristocracy of her 
native place, and took ever a grim pleasure 
in recalling the ancient glories of the “Old 
Dominion,” evidently feeling that sow of 
the reflected splendor and respectability of 
those old times still surrounded her, because 
she had been their bondwoman, “ boro on 
their estate ;” and she often ended her re
marks with “Laws '! brew yer, chile Iyer 
don’ no noffing ’bout it ; hew should yer ? 
I s’peet we had more niggers on our plan
tation den any one round ! Laws ! why, 
dey war jes like grasshoppers under yer 
feet, so thick, and ’beat ns much use !”

It was one of the chief pleasures of my 
early life to draw out from Marm Linda
aome of the gorgeous aesniaieoencee of those
fv-gene days, when, herself a mere thing, 
a chattel, she saw and heard what others 
were enjoying around her ; but this was a 
difficult thing to do—a direct enquiry would 
have been met by Marm Linda with a re
spectful but obdurate silence : the subject 
had to be approached with extreme caution ; 
but when once she began, particularly if 
you ceuld so. manage your tactics as to make 
her appear to volunteer the communication, 
she was free and volnble, warming tip with 
her subject, and pouring out strange facts, 
and qarer comments upon them, with a 
spiciness wholly her own.

“ Ithe^ght I dcoare out and sit with you s 
little while, Marm Linda,” I said, one warm 
summer’s afternoon. “ Grandmamma is fast 
asleep on the sofa, I believe, and it is so 
mnoheortereud lighter here it is in

“VeuTyes ; I s’reetsso,” said Marm 
Linda, evidently glad te eee me, although 
she did net wish to flatter me .by letting 
me see it.—“ Well, yes s I s’peet it is— 
don’t hev 4# shet de brewed sun an’ 
wind eut ob my kitchen te keep sny fine 
carpet and forai ter from fading—«that’s so. 
Set down, honey, if yer like to—do. Law 
sakea, chile:! no, not daae ; donlt go a 
nudging yereeT, up inter de winder, jet 
hkedeeat. Mi’ massing qp all yer petty 
raffles. Look a dare now ; see what, a muss 
yer making *b 'on ! I gases if yer bed to 
iron out per own dresses yemel’, yer’d 
mind how yer used ’am det a way. I 
reckon yes-tf be a deal mow kwfuler eb 
dem. See now ! hew yer all up in s crime 
behind. Hew longdatgowndsuing tolalf 
I wonder, if yer use at so ?”
„ “I don’t knew,” I ansVered, carelessly. ' 

However, that is no look-oat of yours, 
Marm Linda—yon won’t have te dost up, 
any way.” p

“No,” said my oldeempanion, V-thini 
good-humouredly, “I eha’nt. Tractor 
yer, yer better believe it-dat’s de brewed 

if yer don’t nebber live to tell sootier;
j wiyJ0“’t.**r kev took » cheer, honey, 

and sot down m it, like an roder Christian» 
diM, an’ not be allers boosting upon to de

idea of a quadruped we ^ld ^r

pre-

ig roun’ tn’ wriggling round so, yer’d 
better go out and wriggle in de pig-sty— 
dey’s used to sech manners—I isn't. Man
ners indeed !—cheap manners, did yer ssy ? 
Wa’al,-! wish dey wss; I’d tike to hev yer 
get dem cheap, for yer want a mighty deal 
eb dem ; but IH tell yer what, dey’d kim 
«cheap to yer-ef yer gib all yer worth for

“ Oh, Harm Linda ! am I so bad as

Ÿes, chile ; ebbeiy bit as bad. X neb- 
bir see a yang gal flop roun’ so ; strumming 
tro the kitchen jes like a pair ob tongs ; 
and raging roun’ an’ roun’ for ebber. and 
ebber/like a mad dog-star, wid his tail in’s 
mouth 1 My yong lady nebber done rich 
tings—oh, laws ! massy on me, I’d like to 
see her !”

“ Oh ! well ; I suppose she wss older 
than I am. She was a young lady, you 
know !”

“ Wa’al, yes ; so she was, sometimes," 
said Linda, thoughtfully. “ But she wam’t 
allers older, not when she wam’t no bigger 
than yer be ; but she war s yong lady ies 
de same when she war a lille gal. Yer 
weuld’nt cotch her a cutting out into de 
kicthin to talk wid de darkies, Til bet V

“No, I suppose not ; but what did she 
do?”

“ Wa’al, she stud where she ’longed, I 
s’pose ; up in her chamber, or in de draw
ing-room, or on de verander.”

“ Yes, I know—that was all right, I 
suppose ; but what did she do 7”
* “Do? She didn’t do netting uncommon, 
as I knows ob. free laid on the ropes, an’ 
read books, and talked conversation ; an’ 
eat cake an’ ice-creams ; and dressed for 
dinner, and played on her music, an’ rode 
out—laws, dare's plenty an’ enuff for a 
yong lady to da, wit’ont cutting up shines 
like you do !”

“ Oh yes ; I dare say ; but then, you 
see, Linda, she was only one, and so she 
had to behave, and be prim and proper ; 
but I have got two older sisters, you know, 
to sit in the parlour and behave, and so it’s 
no matter.”

“ Well ! an’ hdbn’t my yong lady got 
sisters too? Warn’t dare Mies Belle, an’ 
Misa Loiza, an’ Miss Harriot f ’

“ Why ! was there ? I am sure I did not 
know that ; you always said your young 
lady, and so I supposed there was but one.

“ Laws sake* alive, chile ! yes, dare war ; 
dare war four on 'urn ; but, m course, on’y 
one ob ’am war my yong lady. I 'longed 
to Mise AdÜne.”

“ 'Longed to her ?” I said, interrogative
ly.

“ Yea, chile ! don’ yer know ? I war her 
gal, her nigger—oh ! laws ; yer don’ no, I 
s’pose. Yer Yankees is awful smart, and 
knows s deal—s sight more den dey used 
to down Souf ; an’ yer tink yer know more 
nor yer <lo, a heap ; bat yer don’t know 
ebbery ting in de world yet, honey ; an’ 
yer bee to be tide some tings, any way. 
Now, yer nebber libed down Souf. an'l 
s’pose yer don’ no dat in de fust families^ 
rich as I war raised in"—here Marm Linda 
bridled up complacently, and settled her 
turban more firmly upon her head—“ dat 
when a lille white chile is homed, de nex- 
test lille nigger horned on de estate is ’aid- 
ered to long to dem.”

“ But how do they belong to them ?” I 
asked.

“ Why, gracious, chile ! don’ yer see ? 
dey gibe dem to ’urn for «lare own;”
'‘Nut what for, Linda ?” - , -
“ Why, to play wid ’um when dey is lille 

childun, and wait on dem when dev grows 
bigger ; an’ to be dare niggers allers—to 
work ’am, or sell ’um, or keep dem, jes as 
dey done chooses.”

“ But who gives them, Marm Linda ?”
“ Why, de masser, honey ! de fa^er ob 

de lille white chile, an’ de masser ob de 
lille darkle—he gibe «le one to de oder.”

“ But he has no right to do it,” I said, 
warmly ; “ the «larkies belong to God, and 
not to the masters ; they don’t own them !"

“ Don’t dey, now ?” said Linda, with a 
low chuckling laugh, half mirth, half bit
terness. “ I guess dey tinks dey do ; at 
least dey used to tink so, and I s’peet yer 
tink so too, ef yer been homed down Sauf, 
and homed s darky. ‘ ’Long to God,’ 
did yer »*^? Yea, I s’pose dey doz
tanks to m saner JLinxnm, su de niggers 
doz now, dey say ; mebbe dey did den ; 
but ef dey did, «town where I war raised, 
’pears tike He didn’t make no great ’count 
of rich property den ; for dey war knocked 
about, anti thrashed 'round awful in dem 
times. But I s’peet He has ’membered ’am 
since dat ; for He ’pears to hev brought 
dem up out ob de Bed see ob troubles wid 
s bery ’ticular liverance, an’ set dem up 
high sa’ dry, hatitinjar ! an’ Fm mighty 
glad He’s been and dime it—that’s aoT

“ But when you belonged to Min Ade
line, what did you do for her f ’

“ Why, I done a sight ob tings ; I played 
wid her when she war. a lille baby, an’ I 
toted her round when she war tired ; an’ 
when we growed bigger, I stole cakes for 
her from ole Aunt Breha de cook, an’ fruit 
from de «aiding ; I tolled lies for her when 
she tailed me to, an’ when she tolled lies I 
used to swear to ’um ; an’ when she broke 
a plate or a finger-bowl, I ted I done it, ’an 
tue de blame ; ef she tore her gownd, I had 
my ears boxed ; an’ ef she fell down or 
hurt hersel’, I got a Hoggin’. Well ! I tink 
I done my duty to her in dem times, any 
way.”

“ But, Marm Linda, I think it was too 
bad to treat the poor little darkies so ; I 
think it was cruel and wicked !”

“ Laws ! no, it isn’t, chile I it’s what 
dey was made for, an’ it’s jes good enuff 
for dem ; dey’s allers under foot, dem little 
niggers is ; an’ dey an’t ob de leastest use 
in «e world ; little lazy cusses ! an’ 
imperant as dey can stare, too,
•tiers kicked round ; dey’s used

leasveei use 
! an’ jes as 
oo. Dey’s 
l to it; it’s

“But I thing 
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“ l ’elare I nebber see yong 
about as dey doz nowaday,” 
on this sable teacher of <"
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Miss Adeline was a 
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“ Brese yer soul, chile ! no she wam’t ; 
dat’s de way to bring up liltie niggers. 
Why, she war real good to me, Miss Ad’- 
line war. I guess if yer’d seen Miss Loiza, 
dough, yer would open yer eyes. Good
ness alive ! didn’t Deedemony hev to take 
it ? Deedemony, she war Mias Loiza’s gal, 
*“’, M“ Loiza, she war a spanker, yer safe 
to believe dat. Oh my ! when she war 
mad, «he war mad—jes like a sky-rocket, 
blazin’ and sizrin’ ; a little mite of a ting, 
too; not saudi bigger den dat nutmeg-gra
ter, an’ as rough ; arms an’ feet all going 
to oust, jes tike a mad hornet. I blare 
when I see dat great wind-mill down town 
thrashing ram’, it allers makes me tink ob 
her ; an’ as te screamin’—why, she’d beat 
dat tamatàoç ole- steam-indian dat lets off 
when it goes by de bottom ob de garding. 
Why, chile alive, I seen her screech, an’ 
eotch her breff, and nereech again and 
■notch her bseff) till aha war purple in de 
face ; an* deg did not dent to touch her, or 
lay a finger on her, not one in do house, 
on’y masser, her fader ; an’ dey’d ran an’ 
cnH ’im, an’ he’d take her by de two ahoald- 
«** re’ shake her till she’d hah to let go her 
hreff—coz if he didn’t she might go into 
fits, the doctor red. Bet Mtisld’line, she 
wa’n’t noffing ob dat sort, an* she war bery 
geodtaare, an’ bery ginerous. an’ used to 
gib me heap of «flothes sa’ tinge. Yea, an 
ehe ww a mighty putty yong lady, putty to 
look at, an putty to behave herself—ah, 
well, well 1 poor dear Mise Ad’line <"

“And what became of her?” I ell 
quietly, and with an resumed sir of indif
ference, for I saw Marm Linda was ripe for 
a story, if my impatience and overeager- 
nere did not deprive me of the coming treat.

did you do to her ?” I cried 
for, as she had said the 
gcxid, and beautiful, and 
admirers, I with my natural headlong im
petuosity had jumped to the conclusion 
that Marm Lin«ia in “ toting her roc 
as she expressed it, must have let her 
or meet with some terrible accident which 
had crippled her or disfigured her for life ; 
but I was wrong in my hasty guess, and 
this was another instance, as she might 
have said, when I “tort I knowed, and I 
didn’t.”

“ What did I do to her ?” said Marm 
Linda, slowly and reflectively ; “ dis is 
what I done to her—yer ire cotch hold and 
help me wid dis yam, an’ I’ll tell yer ; yer 
see, Miss Ad’line war a mighty putty yong 
lady, as I tolled yer, an’ her pa war de 
richest man dare war any ware rou’ dare, 
an’ dey ’longed to one ou de fust families 
in Varginia," she added, with a proud satis
faction ; “ he war jes as rich as he could 
be, honey ; an’, in course, hie young ladies 
hah mighty good times, and hah heaps ob 
yong gen’lemen arter dem ; an’ my Miss 
Ad’line she war de pettiest, an’ de smart
est, an’ de pleasantest ob dem all ; an’, ob 
course, she hub de most lovyers. Oh ! but 
didn’t we hab gay times down dare ? Well, 
Mire Ad’line she'd ride wid de yong gen’le
men, an’ dance wid ’um, an’ tiff an” talk 
wid ’am, an’ listen perlitie enuff to all dare 
fine speeching an’ love-making—but, laws 
sakre ! she «Bdn’t care a pea-nut for de 
whole tote ob dem—I knew she didn’t

“ An’ so it went along, and went along, 
easy like ; an’ at las’ when dey hab kim 
home one night from a big bell, an’ I war 
ondreseing my yong lady, I heered de oders 
chaffing her ’bout ‘ Kuraul Botiestone— 
Koran! Bollestone !’ Well, dat war de 
firstest time I ebber beer dat name, an’ I 
didn’t take no great notice out den ; but 
laws ! I heered it 'naff times an’ too offen, 
arter dat, ebber to forget it and I s’pects 
I nebber will. Well, it went along, an’ 
went along, an’ den Kuraul Botiestone he 
begun to call at our house to see de yong 
ladies ; an’ I minded dat Miss Ad’line she 
used to dress up putty smart ’bout dem 
times—laws 1 I couldn’t fix her hair nice 
enuff to suit her when he war coming ; an’ 
I guessed putty well how matters war go
ing, for Miss Ad’line she went out in de 
coach wid ’im, an’ he driv her out in de 
pony carriage ; an’ she rid on horse back 
wid him—and ; law 1 it war all de 
time, ‘ Kuraul Botiestone dis, an’ Kumul 
Botiestone dat’ ; an’ he war a mighty 
awful handsome man, I ’lows dat ! Desde- 
mony said he looked jes like a heavenly 
angel in his uniform, an’so he did ’xactly 1

“ Web arter a while, he began to. send 
Mire Ad’line bunches ob flowers, an’ little 
mites ob letters—notes she called dem ; an’ 
she’d be so pleased to get dem, I used to 
lobe to carry dem to her, jes to see her 
smile and blush ; dey didn’t look noffin on- 
common on de outride, but I s’picioned dey 
war awful putty inside for Mire Ad’line 
would laff) an’ blush, an’ tickle over one 
ob dem for de longest time !”

“ Well, chile, when de Kumul he sent 
dem notes an’ flowers, he allers sent dem 
by his own man Phil (Philander hie name 
war, but dey allers called him Phil) ; an’, 
in course, he allers asked for me, as it war 
natural he would, being as I war Mire Ad’ 
line’s gal, yer know ; an’ I used to go 
down to him, ob course ; an’ sometimes 
when his master kim ober in de saddle, 
Phil he kim too, an’ so while déy war in de 
parlour, or on de verander, Phil an’ me we 
war tiffing and talkin’ out by the back
door.

“ Well, Phil he war an uncommon peart- 
lookia’ «tirkie ; he warn’t a a tJetilrv.
de boys on our plantation, di 
a berry ’spectable set, yer may believe, coz 
doy bed ’longed to our massera gran’farder, 
an' to his folks’s folks for ebber nebber, 
since de world war made, I s’peet ; an’ our 
folks’* folks bed allers been de very firstest 
family in Varginia ; but dey wam’t no 
touch to him for good looks, an’ so genteel 
—yer’d see at once he wam’t one ob yer 
low, no-account, ebbery day niggers, but 
snthing rudder oncommon.

“ He war tall, an’ dim, an’ wide-awake 
looking ; an’ he’d a real come-up way wid 
him ; he war ies aa spruce as a pay-cock, 
an’ whin he hab got on some ob his masser a 
old clo’ss (an’ he mostly generally bed), an’ 
all his gould rings, an’ pins, an’ studs, an’ 
chains, an’ his top-knot all brushed up, an’ 
he smelling ob musk, an clobes, an 
mint, yer’i 
he’d come 
door yard,
a-turning out he toes, jes like alobelybut- 
terfly!

“Well, yer see, I war a kinder peart, 
enuff looking gal den (laws, • ebbery pea 
tinks hiasel’ de best ob de peck,’yer know), 
but Mire Aline she guv me nice cloths, an’ 
she lobed to see me look smart, an’ I—well, 
I tort a good deal ob' mysel' in dem days ; 
an’ so, yer see, Phil he got putty sweet 
wid me ; an so—well, it ies went along, 
an’ went along, an’ Mire Ad’line she didn’t 
seem to hab no objections, an’ to when 
ebber dey war sparkin’ in de parlour, Phil 
an’ me war sparkin’ in de yard.”

“ How old were you then, Mann Linda?” 
I inquired.

But the question was as unwise as it was 
useless, for 1 well knew that this wasa sub
ject which our old favourite scrupulously 
ignored.

“ Jes about de same as Miss Ad’line ; I 
tole ver so, didn’t I ?” she said, sharply.

“ Yes—but how old was she ?”
I had better not have asked. “ How 

ole war she when she war courted ; is dat 
what yer wants to know ? Well, I’ll tell 
yer, she war jes de right age, or it wouldn’t 
hab happen ; an’ IT tell yer suffing more,” 
she said, looking me foil in the face, with 
a sort of stony satire on her old dark fea
tures ; “ if yer ebber gets a chance to be 
courted yereel’ (which it’s not at all likely 
yer ebber will be), I reckon yer’i! tink it's 
jes about de right time I”

I saw my error, and hastened to repair 
it. “ Yea, indeed,” I said ; “ I «lare rev 
I shall. And so Phil was a good-looking 
young fellow—was he now, really?—and 
he made love to you. How nice that 
just like Miss Adeline and Colonel Bolle
stone. Why, that was just right, was not

“ Yes," she said mollified by my appar
ent heartiness ; “ it did seem as dough it 
war oncommon fort'nit ; but, laws ! it 
dkln’t end so. One ebenin de Kumul and 
Mire Ad’line dey war gone out ; to’ dey 
war to stay rudder late, coz dey war to be 
supper an’ dancing ; an’ Phil he kim up to 
spend de long ebening wid me.

“ Well. I see potty soon he’d been drink
ing ; I’d s’picioned turn afore, but dat time 
I war done sure ob it ; he’d been an’ drink- 
ed more nor he oould bear ; an’ now he 
war kinder silly like, an’ at last he got to 
talkin’ rudder too free ; an* at last I got a 
rater spunky, and tole him to keep hie

" ‘ Oh. my !’ he says, tiffin’, ‘ don’t 
pray yer be so high an’ mighty, Mire Be- 
Iinda, he sez, res he ; * for m course Ij^toi£?ZiC/hende Kur?el

“‘Ob, indeed ! does yer, now?’ I res. 
* I’m berry much oblige for yer good 
’pinion ; but I s’peet yer aren’t sure ob it 
yet—be yer, now f

“ ‘ Oh yes, I be,’ he sez. ‘I’ssure an’ 
•artin ; -dat’s ’greed on 1’

“ ‘ What’s greed on ?* ses L
“‘Why, dat Pm to many yoa,Mire Be

linda. Yer see, yer Miss Adline’s gal ; 
an’ when she marries my masser, why in 
course yer ’long to him : an’ he’s ’greed to

fib me my freedom an1 a touaan’ dollars, 
m to marry yer ; an’ yer an’ mail keep 

knows rich a nice place)—I’s a 
km dress de

ig od musk, an clones, an pepper
’d sty he war a big-bug ! Why, 
i up de grabel-walk, in de back- 
, so smiling ; an’ be a-bowing an’

i m to m

£K?he ses ; ‘ an' yer km

What

“ ‘ Putty soon, i hope,’ ses Phil 
I’s most tied smith

“ ‘ I reckon it’s a good deal to me,’ he 
ra ; ‘ for I won't get my money nor my 
free, if he don’t marry her.’

“ Well, I tort dat srar mighty earn» ; 
but seeing he war silly wid de drink, I 
didn’t say so. I jes humoured him, and 
took him easy like.
• “ ‘ Is dat so f sez I. ‘ An’ what’s de 

money an’ de free for t* I sez, kinder quiet.
“ * Dat’s s great secret,’ sez he. ‘I don’t 

tell dat to ebbery body ; bnt yer rich a 
peart, smart gal, I wouldn’t min' tailin’, 
you ; coz, yer know, we’a going to sail in 
de same boat ; an’ yer won’t blow on me, 
will yer ? An’, yer see, de sooner dey is 
married de sooner we gets the money, an’ 
de shop, an’ gets married ourselbes ; and 
yer can help along, yer see ; an’ yer will, 
won’t yer ?T

“ ‘ Less yer de great secret fust,’ I sez.
‘ I’s ondoubtful if it's so much, art» all. 
What’s yer to hev de money an’ de free 
for ?’ I sez. * Tell us dat.”

“ * Well, dot’s jes it,’ he sez. * Yer see, 
dat’s masser’s great secret ; an’ I’m to hev 
’um for keepin' on it ; but I'll tell you, 
Linda. But 4 yer let it out—if yer tell on 
me, I s’peet masser will skin me alive ? 
Yer see—keep dark now—masser’s got a 
wife already ! he ! he ! he ! am’t dat rich, 
now ?*

“ ‘ Got one wife ! Den what do he come 
arter our Miss Ad’line for ?’ sez L

“ * Laws lakes stive, chile ! if yer isn’t 
jes as inneroent as lamb’s wool 1’ sez PhiL 
‘ Why, dcri’ yer see, Masser Bolleetone he’s 
done broke, cleaned out ; spent all he own 
money, an’ more too ; an' he jes wants 
Miss Ad’line to fill his empty pdfckets for 
’im. Now, don’ yer'see, hey ?’

“ ‘ Yre ; but,’ I sez, • if he hab got one 
wife a’ready, what sort ob a marriage is dat 
going to be for my yong missus ?’

*• ‘ Oh, well,’ he sez, tiffin, • as good as 
dey most ob dem gibes dare darkies. ’

“ When Phil sea dat I war ’mazed tike.
I felt kinder hot, and kinder cold, too, ati 
at onst, an’ jes as ef somebody had poured 
a whole lump of ice right down my back ! 
Oh, I can tell yer noffin’ how I did felt ; 
but I seemed to grow cunning all in a 
minute ; an’ I tort den, an’ it ’pears like it 
now, «tit it was de good Lord’s doings to 
save my poor yong lady ; for I war ies a 
silly, highter-tighter gal till den ; an* I al
ters felt de Lord he minded me wst to do, 
for I war jes as wise like as de snake is ; 
an’ I nebber let on to Phil how s’priaed I 
war, nor how bad I felt ; but I jes answer
ed him back :

“ * Oh, sho ; yer go wav, nigger 1 Dat’s 
loikly story ! Got anoder wife.

ner, mure miary ruiza. an oe old parson 
tort he war a rich yong Souffemer. an’ 
i his darter done make a great mamige. 
,! ha! I s’peet he’ll fin’ out his mistake

hab he ? Oh, go long wid yer imperance ; 
yer won’t cotch dis chile to swaller dat wid 
her eyes open !’

“ ‘ Yer may. Mire Linda,’ sez Phil ; 1 for 
it’s de bery trait’

“ * Oh yea,’ I sex, tiffin’ like ; * s’pose so 
—-in course it is ; and yer hev seen her 
yereel,’ wid yer own eyes, I s’peet, hey f

“ * Yes, I hev,’ sez Phil ; ‘I seen her 
many a time ; an’, more’n dat, I war at the 
wedding,’ an’ seen her married—dare now !’

“ ‘ Oh, sakre alive ! he Lord sake us, 
darkle !’ Lcries out. ‘ An’ ar’n’t we smart? 
Went to de gran’ weddin’, did yer ? Folks 
is mighty ci fail in de Nerf ; i s’peet dey al
lers ax coloured gen’lemen to dare writ- 
din’s ; s’pose yer war de groom’s best man 
yersel’, wam’t yer ? Sho ! you at de wed
din’ ! An’ why did’n yer marry her your- 
sel’ 1 wonder, if dey sot so much by yer ?’

“ ‘ Well,’ sez he, ‘I did go to de wed
ding, Mire Linda ; so yer can hev yer tirff 
out ; for déy war married in de church, 
an* all dqoongergation see it, too ; so dat’s 
iV

“ ‘ An’ who married ’am ?” sez I ; for 
I wanted to get the whole story out ob im.

“ ‘ Why ! (tie Parson Bradford he’s de 
bride’s father. ; he married ’em.’

“ When he sed dst, I felt to believe ’im, 
coz I knowed if her farder married dem in 
de church, ’fore all de folka an’ ebbeiy 
body, it mus’ be true. An’ so, dough I felt 
like deaff i*sel’, I jet’ went on, coz he war 
so soft like, I knowed he’d tell-me any 
thing den I might ax ’im. So I says, ‘An’ 
what war her name?1

“ ‘Miss Mary Eliza Bradford,’ sez Phil 
‘ An’ she war oncommon putty—as white 
aa milk, wid great blue eyes, an’ yeller 
hair, jes tike gold—putty again as yer Miss 
Ad’line ; an’ lors ! Masser lobes her twice 
as well, an’ de lille gal too.’

“ ‘ Gracious, Phil !’ says L ‘Got a young 
one, too?., Laws sakre! why, dey is sot up 
in bizzinese, sure enuff ; an’ how m de 
world did it all happen ? Where did yer 
masser pick her up V

“ ‘Oh, yer eee/he sez, ‘masser he went 
Norf to be eddioated at de college. An’ 
dare he cut up some ob his shines, an’ he 
war sent into de country, to Parson Brad
ford’s? an’ dare he done fell in lobe wid his 
darter, Mire Mary Eliza. An’ de old parson
he tort he war a rich------" ”r
dat
Ha! ha! I s’peet 
’bout de money putty quick, if my 
he don’t marry Mire Ad’line.’

“ • An’ where ia dey now—de wife an’ 
chile?* I sez.

“‘Oh ! up in de country, living en de ole 
folks. An’ dat make# me tink,’ he sez,
‘ mener he gib me a letter to post to dem, 
dis ebening an’ I done forgot it. 
Well, I shan’t tote down dare wid it now, 
I tell yer ! I’ll keep it in my pocket 
till ter-morrer, an’ master'll be no wiser. 
See here !’ an’ he took out de titter 
an’ held it up before me. ‘ Yer can’t read 
an’ write, kin yer, Mire Linda ?’

“‘Not so berry well,” lays I ; for, laws 
takes, I couldn’t tells letter.

‘"I tin, says he. ‘ De ole parson teached 
me when I war up dare. See here : “To 
de Reverend Silvester Joseph Bradford, 
Lincoln, Massachusetts.” Dare,’ says he, 
‘ now does yer believe me ?*

“ ‘ Why ! how nice !’ I sez. ‘ I couldn’t 
do dst, nil ; do dear, yer read ’em agin, 
yer do it so bu’ful !’

“So (ten he read it agin, an’ den I knowed 
I remember dat name. Yer see, white folks, 
what tin write, dey trusts to darememmer- 
ramdums, an’ dey don’trust to dare memory; 
bet pore folks what can’t write no mem- 
merramduma, dey hee to ’member ; an’ my 
memory war jes as strong as a bull, .an’l 
knowed I’d 'member dat name an’ dat 
place, any way.

“ ‘Well,’ I sez, ‘ yer’d better put dat 
letter safe in year pocket now.’

“ An’ den, as I hab got all I want to 
know out ob 'am, I jes set an’ talked con
versation wid ’im ’bout oder tings ; an’ so 
he gets sober. An’ by de time he masser 
an’ my Mire Ad’line kim home, I s’peet he 
hab done forget he hab tole me noffin’. But 
I tell yer, die chile didn’t forget a word 
on’ti Well ; pretty soon Master Botiestone 
rung for ’im, an’Phil went round wid de 
horses, an’ I hab time to tink a bit An’ I 
tort Mire Ad’line 'rite’ll call me putty 
quiek. An’ what to do ’boot telling’ her 
or not, I didn’t know, no more norababy. 
But dem two, dey war long tailin’ ‘ good- 
by,’ dat night an’ I hab time to tink, 
sn’_ tink. I tort she orter know 
it, if it war true; an’ den I tort mebbe it 
isn’t de truff—how tin I tell ? An’at last 
dey went off. I beer de horses’ feet • trot 
trot’ down de abenn. An’ den when my 
young tidy’s bell rung, I sez to myself, 
’ Lews ! Veil, I’ll jes writ, and ’fleet on it 
a tittle fust ; dare aint no hurry ; dey it not 
’gaged to emoh, oder yet—dare rent be no 
hnlty. “ Rome war not bnilt in de day
time,” an’ “one swoller don’t make a 
summer-house,” dey ssy. I guère Pll ire an’ ’fleet on it a tittle.' 1

'ell, when I gore in to ondrew Mire 
Ad’line, she war onoommon silent ; an’ I 
axed her had not she 'joyed hersel’ at de

writ an
“ Wa

An', she looks at me an’tiffs, an’ says, Yes," 
chile, a vjry pleasant ebening, indeed !’

her, an’ spile all her putty 
an’ I didn't darst to tell old :

putty ; an’ oh 1 
dst night in 

wid her 
like di'mons, 

tike two "red 
white jeemin’ 
nl gib her, an’ 

her face wid it as she 
she didn’t want even me to look 

she talked.
Linda,’she sez, kinder soft like, ‘I 

am very happy to-night ; I am a-going to 
marry Kumul Botiestone,’ she sez, 'he hab 
offer to me to-day, an’ papa sez he will gib 
hi* consent ; an’ oh, Lands, I lobe him so 
much !’

“ ‘ Oh, Mire Ad’line 1’ I sez; for I didn’t 
know whot in de wori’to say ; ‘an’ will yer 
leave yer pa an’ go away to lib wid him ?’

Oh,, Linda!’ ahe sez, kinder tender like, 
an’den I see de groat tears kim in her, 
eyes, 11 s’peet I shall ; my moder lei’ her 
farder to kim an’ live wid mine, yer know 
an’, Linda,’ she sez, brightenin’ up arter a 
bit, ‘I’ll hev yer still. Kumul Botiestone 
an' me habn’t forgot you an’, yer sweet
heart, nudder. He sez when he is married 
he’ll gib Phil his free, an’ enffin to aet him 
up in dizziness ; an’, in course, I’ll do as 
much for yer,’ she sez, giving my chin a 
little soft pinch wid her putty white fingers.
‘ So, you see girl, yer fortin’s made ; an’ 
now ran off to bed, and dream of it, ef yon 
can.’ An’ I tanked her an’ went out. But, 
laws sake* alive ! I couldn’t dream, for I 
couldn’t sleep, not a wink ob one eye. But 
jes kep’ tintin’ an’ tintin’ what bed I orter 
to do, an’ I couldn’t tell nohow. I see dare 
wa’n’t no time to lose now, an’ I kep’ 
tintin’ to mysel’, • A word before is worf 
twb behind,’ and ‘ A breaf may put 
out de candle dat would bum de 
house down’—an’ oh ! what must I 
do ? ’Peered I couldn’t bear to tell 

all her putty happiness;
laser for de 

life ob me. An’ den «tire war Phil, an’ my 
freedom an’ de shop ; an’ dough I war bery 
well off wid Mire Ad’line, one do lobe to 
own der own arma an’legs—dat’s so. Well,I 
couldn’t make it out no way, an’ at las’ I 
thinks, ‘ Well, I’ll tell Mire Ad’line, it’s jes 
her bizzinese, an’ maybe she’ll know what’s 
beet .to do.’ An’ by dat time ’twar morn
ing, and jes den the call me, an’ I went m.

“ ‘ I can’t sleep to-night, Linda,’ sez ehe 
to me. ‘ Whatebber is de matter ob me I 
don’ no, I s’pects I’s nervous; so I wan’t 
yer to kim an’ talk wid me,’

“ Oh, de pore ting ! she didn’t know 
what she wer axing for ! So I went to her 
bedside, an’ I sez to her, ‘ Oh, Miss Ad’- ■ 
line, honey ! whist, now, I’s got suffin terrible 
to tell yer on ! Oh, my pore young tidy 
—speak low—hush !’

“ Den she sot right up in bed, deafly 
pale, her lips re white as her hands, and 
she sez, in a low whisper, ‘ Is it » rising, 
Linda!’ coz, yer.know, de white folks dey 
aller* tort ob dat de bery fastest ting.

“ ‘Oh no !’ I sez, ‘ it ar’n’t dat ; but it’s 
suffing jes as bad, an’ I’ve found it out, an’ 
I’s kim to tell yer. But yer mus’ promise, 
as sure as ebber yer war homed, not to tell 
on me, nor de one who tolled me, or mebbe 
it will cost us both our mortal lives. ’

“ ‘I promise,’ she sez ; but she trembled 
so she could har’ly speak. ^

“ ‘ Will yer swear it !’ niez.
“ She reached out her hand, an’ took up 

up a book from de outside ob de becL 
• Dis is my dead moder’s Bible,’ sez she,
‘ an’ I swear it.’ An’ she kissed de book, 
and laid it in her bosom, an’ crossed her 
two white arms ober it* an’ she looked up 
to heaben ; an’ den She turned to me to 
listen.

“ An’ I jes scrunched down by her piller, 
an’ I went in for’t, an’ I tole her all Phil 
had sed. An’ dare she sot, stiff wid horror, 
an’ heard me out widout a word. I got 
shamed when I kim to what he red ’bout 
de darkies' marriages, an’ I didn't «tint to 
look in her face when I tole dat ; but 1 
made a clean breast ob it, an’ tole her de 
whole on’t. An’ den I looked up at her to 
see how she’d bore it. An’ dare she sot, 
white an’ stiff, wid her great eyes blarin’ 
so, I tort dey’d fire de bed-do’es, an’ she 
ringin’ an’ twistin’ her two little hands ; 
an’ den she gasped out, ‘ De mean vitiian ! 
de heartless scoundrel !—oh, I oould stab 
him wid my own hands ! An’ I—oh, 
Linda—I lobe him so—oh, I lobe him so !’ 
An’ den she broke down, an’ cried jes like 
a tunder-shower. An’ I war glad to see 
dat—I tort it war safer for her.

“An’ den, arter a little while, she stop
ped crying, an’ she started up. .

“ ‘ Oh, we is losing timer she say ; ‘an’ 
due is not no time to lose. Linda ! my 
good, true gal, you mas’ go an’ call yer 
masser.’

“ ' Oh, Mi* Ad’line !’ I sez, ‘I daren’t.’
“ * Yer must,’ she sez. * My engagement 

is not known yet,’ she sez, • an’ he can save 
me from being de public talk; he mart 
know it at once. Linda, you mus' go.’

“ ‘ Oh ! Mi» Ad’line,’ I sez, down on me 
knees to her ; * masser will find out who 
tole me, an1 he will ’tray us both, an' 
Marea Botiestone will kill us.'

“ ‘ I Will make him promise not to ’tray 
yer,’ sez my mirent ; 'to go at once.’

“An’ so den I went an’ called 
’im, an’ told ’im Miss Ad’line 
wanted ’im ; an’ masser kim in at 
onst, tintin’ she war rick, an’ when he 
see her sotting dare, so pale an’ awful, he 
cotcher her up in his arms, as if she war a 
baby, an' cries out, 'Oh ! my pore chile, 
what ia it? Tell yer farder, my own «tir; 
ting I'

“An" Mire Ad’line the Hinged 
round his neck, and kissed ’im, an’ ahe see, 
‘Oh 1 my dear farder ! I’ve yes learned of 
rich • droadfnl plot.’ An’ when masser 
heer dat, he went at white as yer pleas, 
an* he sez, at ehe done afore, ‘A 'i--—- 
turn?’ *

“‘No, no! masser,’ I sez, ‘yer n 
will nebber rise—dey is too well treated for 
dat.’

“‘Den what in de worl ia it?*he sez.
“ An’ Mire Ad’line ehe make answer to 

'im : ‘ Dis good, true, brave gal hab found 
it oat, an’ kim to tell ns ; an’ yer mus’ 
swear hero, on my blessed moder’s 
Holy Bible, nebber to let her get into 
trouble by it, nor de one who tolled her 
ont;’ an* masser he tire de book she held 
to him, and swore. Den Mire Ad’line bid 
me tell ’im, an’ I did. I stood np afore 
’im, tremblin' like a leaf, and he nebber 
takin’ his hot eyes off ob my fsoe all de 
time, an’ I trie him ebbery ward, ari IH 
tell yer he didn’t feel pleasant* An’ when 
P4 done (Miss Ad’line she heiibeen luring 
sobbing in his arms all de time, wia her 
face hid on his breast) he laid her back 
softly on her piliers, an’ den he stood up 
an’ he swore like a mad tiger—tike ten 
mad tigers !—'till I got scut. I tort he’d 
hev -de house down ! ‘ Oh, farder, 
farder ! don’t,’ aez my missus, 
‘ please don’t ; curses don’t do no good.’ 
! An’ please, masser,'I sez, ‘de good word 
is as soon ted as de bad one, and keeps 
sweet a deal longer ; an’ I’ve heer’d tell dat 
corset, like kittens, come home to roost.’ 
An’ den, mad aa he wu, my master looked 
at me an’ tiffed ; I tink he wu nervous, 
too, mebbe.

“ Den, Mire Ad’line say to him, ‘ Farder, 
what will yer do?’

Fin’ ont de truff fust,’ ses he ; ‘ seems 
to me Botiestone dare not play such a devil
ish game on me 1 Ad’line, do yer believe 
in dis gal ? is she capable of making up rich 
an infernal tie ! Gal ! if yer is deceivin' us, 

"I’ll hev de truff whipped out of yer, if yer 
life comes wid it’

“ ‘An’ yer may, masser !' I ses, lookin’ 
"im fall in de eye. ‘ I’d gib my life to save 
Mire Aeline ; an’ I don't ears so tiontir 
’bout livin’ now !’ an' dan, when I tort ob 
ril I had lost, I cried too.

“ < Oh ! farder,' res Mire Ad’line, takin’ 
my hand in tilth hers ; ' no, no ! die 
couldn't do it, an’ she wouldn’t if she 
could ; you forget that Phil is her sweet
heart, an’ to sake me she had gib up her 
lobyer and her freedom. Oh I she is true, 
depend ont ! Bnt how can we find out 
the truff ?’

" ‘ Write me down de name on dat let
ter,’ sez masser ; > don’t make any mistake.

Committee. You 
_ poet it to-day. I ehallgo 
post office, an’ say I hab res

te s’peet a Nordera Abolition pirson is 
(porin’ wid de niggers here, an^teachin’ 

üem to read an’ write, an' I s’picions sartin’ 
putire here is in ’manication wid dem’ 
(it wuagin de law den to teach de duties, 
ver know), * an’ if any letter cornea wid 
dat name on it, it is to be stopped, mi’ 
livered up to me in private. An’ now I’ll 

go, he sez; ’an’ Ad’line, my child ! .lie 
down an’ try to compose yersel’, and sleep 
a little; an, Iinda, stay here wid yer 
miasns, an’ don’t let any one in. Keep de 
door locked, an' don’t go down to see any 
one. I shall say down stairs Miss Ad’line is 
too feverish to see any one but you ; an’ 
harken, gal! if yer hev told de truff) an’ 
saved my daughter from a fate worse nor 
death, it shall be de best day’s work yer 
ebber did for yerself.’ But I couldn’t 
think dat—I tort ob pore Phil, an’ my 
freedom, an’ I cried. Well, in less den 
one hour masser kim home wid de bery 
letter rh 1 hab showed me in he hand. 
Well, dey opened it, an’ sure enuff dare 
wu a letter to his wife inside on’t 
masser opened dat, an’ gibed it to Mise 
Ad’line to read, an’ she read it out, wid her 
big eyes blazin’, an’ her tittle white teeth 
set, an’ de words hiss in’ trough ’um, jes as 
if it wu a rattlesnake talkin’. Well, it 
war full ob lobe to bis wife an’ de baby, 
teltin’ her he never see no woman to com
pare wid her ; dat his bizzinese wu get- 
tin’ on berry well now, an’ ho hoped soon 
to remove to Washington, an’ when he war 
settled dare, he would kim up an’ see dem 
oftener ; and wu longin’ for de day when 
his ’fairs war so settled dat he could take 
her home to lib wid ’im.

“ ‘De d—liable s<xrandrel!’ sez masser.
‘ I’ll help settle his ’fairs for ’im !’ So den 
dey sealed up de two letters, bery careful, 
and masser he jes sot an’ writ anoder letter 
to de old parson ; an’ he tolled him, cibil 
tike, that Kumul Frank Botiestone were 
paym’ ’tentions to a young tidy he wu 

' sen to ; but he hev heer reports agin 
dat he had been wild at college, and 

run’d trough his money ; and at he knowed 
he wu under his care some time, would he 
tell him if he knew any ting aginet him to 
prevents virtuous an’ hontible yong tidy 
from marrying him ; an’ he put de same 

on it ; an* den he tuck dem both to 
de office hissel’ ; an’ he sez to me, 
in missus’s chamber, keep de door loeki 
say she’s de bad headache, an’ be sure, if 
Botiestone comes, or Phil, yer don’t show 
yerself ; let Sam or one ob de oders go to 
de door, an’ take de messages.’

Well, I obey his orders. It wam’t no 
lie to say my deu yong tidy wu rick, any 
way ; an’, sure enuff, Phil he kim at noon, 
wid his masser’s compliments, an’ some 
flowers for Mist Ad’line ; an’ I tolled Sam 
to put de flowers in de hall, an’ say Miss 
Adrline bed a bery bad headache, an’, I 
couldn’t leave to come down.

Well, arter a little time kim a letter 
from de rie parson—an’ it wu all true ! 
De ole gen’lemen sed he hab know de Kur- 
nul some years ; dat he bed been a little 
wild at college, he supposed, bnt noffing 
more «tin many rich yong men wu, am’ he 
knowed noffing ’ginst him but dat. But, he 
say, de yong tidy must hab mistake de 
Kuraul’s 'tentions ’tirdy, for de Kuraul wu 
a married man, habin’ married his darter 
’bouttree years ago; his son-in-law wu den at 
the Souf settlin’ up some ob his ’fairs, but 
his wife an’ chile wu wid dem ; an* Misses 
Botiestone had jes received a letter from 
her husband. ’ Dare mus’ be some mistake 
in de name.

My master an’ Mire Ad’line dey hab
s done road de letter when Sam fetched
e word Kumul Botiestone wu in de 

drawin’-room. I didn’t tell Miss Ad’line 
—I tort it best not—but I called out —-y-r 
am’ tolled him, am’ he went down.

“ Well, he jes called him out on ter de 
front verander, an' gib him the ole par
son's letter, an’ watched him while he 
read it.

‘“Yer need not denj it,’ he 
‘ for I kin read de lie in yer 
d—d white face. If yer wu worff 
a gen'leman’s powder an’ shot. I’d shoot 
yer where yer etan’ ; but yer beneath me. 
For my*darter’s sake, I’ll gib yer jes one 
hour's start to make yer eecape. At de 
end ob that time I’ll go to de banks an’ de 
hotels on’ sli de public places, an’ ’daim yer 
as a liar an’ a cheat, a pauper an’ a swind
ler ; an’ ef ebber yer is foun’ round here 

j the Lord dat made me I’ll sot de 
-bounds arter yer !’ an’ wid dat mas

ser knocked ’im down, an’ kicked him down 
de front steps. .

“ Sam tolled me dis srterward. Sam 
was tickled to deaff when he 
seen it, for dough he didn’t know 
what Kumul Botiestone hab done, yet 
he hab allais bated de Kumul an’ Phil, 
Sam hab, coz—Deedemony and me, we 
praised ’uin ; an’ yer know, ‘ when de tree 
is fallen, ebbery hatchet wants to hab a 
chop at it.’ Well, yer may b’lieve me, we 
nebber see no more ob dem two lobyers !”

“ Poor Miss Adeline ! How did she bear 
it?” I asked.

“ Putty well, afore folks. She hab too 
much spunk to gib way when folks wu 
round ; an’ she tiffed an’ danced an’ sung, 
jes as she use to ; but, laws, I oould seede 
difference in her. She couldn’t keep it up 
’fore me ; an’ she didn’t care to. She 
knowed dat I knowed only too well !”

“ But was she never courted again, 
Linda!”

“ Sakes alive, chile ! She hab heaps an’ 
heaps of lobyers ; bnt what wu dey to 
her ? She didn’t care for none ob ’em ! 
Oh no, no, chile ! • De mill can’t grintl 
wid de water dat’s past by.’ Ah, dat’s so 
—dat’s so !

“ She wu kinder del’cate all dat sum
mer, and when it kim autumn the took'da 
bad cold, an’ den she wu more del’cater 
still, an’ all dat winter she kinder faded 
like, an’ in de spring die died I tink she 
knowed she wu going to die, an’ I tink 
she wam’t sorry ; for it ’peered as ef de 
sunshin’ ob her heart hab gone out.

“ De day she died—it wu berÿ hot, an’ 
she wu bery week, an’ I stock by de bed
side fannin ob her, an’ masser he sot by 
her piller ; an’ all at once she looks up, an’ 
sez, ‘ Papa, dearest, what did yer ebber do 
for this good, true, brave gal what saved 
me from such a diesfful fate ? Didn’t yer 
say yer’d gib her her freedom, an’ hab she 
ebber hab it ?’

“ ‘ No, my duling !’ sez masser, • not 
yet ; but I mean she shall.’

“ * Oh papa ! ’ she sez (suffin’ as she used 
to speak in de merry ole times), ‘ “ I 
mean ” is a good dog, but, “ I’ve None ” is 
a better one.*

“ ‘ I know it, dearest,’ sez my master ;
• an* I hev de papers all ready in de house 
for her.’

“‘Den,* ehe sez, ‘papa, deu papa! will 
yon bring dem, an’ let me hev the pleasure 
ob gibin’dem to her mysel’? It maybe 
dis is the bery tistest ting yer pore little 
Addy will ebber ax ob yer.’

“ Pore ole masser ! he nebber sed a word 
(I doubt he couldn’t), but he got right up 
an' went out.

“In a little while he kim back wid de 
papers in his hand. I tort Miss Ad’line wu 
asleep den, for her eyee wu shut, an’ I made a 
sign to masser not to 'sturb her ; but she 
heered ’im, and opened her eyes, an* held 
out her hand for de papers, and masser 
gibed ’uip to her.
• »be*e* ; ‘are yer sure dey 
is all right ! did a lawyer draw dem up? 
are yer sure dey is all correct, papa V

“ ‘ Dey is all right, my deu chtile 1 ’ sez 
mraer ; * yer may ’pend on dat’

“ Den she turns to me : ‘ Linda ! dear 
Linda ! my good, true gal ! ’ the sez, ‘I

£? 7” yer freedom—here is yer papers ; 
ike dem from me, in memory ob yer truff

PRESERVING FLOWERS.
In the first place, procure about half = 

bushel of fine, clean sand ; sift it thread, 
a coarse sieve, so that no pebbles or dirt 
will be mixed with it Then have a stroT 
tight wooden box with » cover. I nrocnr 
V »<»ûd^1bo1 tbe rilUge riore, ^d 
lined it with paper. The box and sand 
must be perfectly dry. Cover the bottom 
of the box with sand an inch thick. Cut 
the flowers when dry ; leave the stems 
rtther longer than if yon were going to nse 
them immediately ; brash them carefully 
so that no insect shall be left hidden in 
the petals. Take red sealing-wax, melt
" j “r -T lnd dip the
ends of the stems in the wax while it is hot 
Have ready a bit of fine cotton cloth and 
wrap tightly over the wax ; then lay the 
flower, with green leaves attached, care- 
fully in the box, on the sand. (My tint 
layer was peonies, purple lilacs and snow
balls ; I laid them as close as I could, and 
not have them touch each other.) Then 
sift sand over them, so that they are com. 
pletely covered ; spread a thick newspaper 
over the sand, and close the box tight, till 
you are ready to put on another layer. My 
second layer was pansies and primroses, 
prepared in the same manner. Next came 
roses—white, red, variegated and pink. 
Then I had balsams, nasturtiums and 
pinks, and lastly, China asters and holly, 
nocks. This filled my box, red covering it 
just full of sand, I spread a paper over it, 
and nailed the cover down tight, and set 
them away in a dark closet.

Christmas morning, I took them out of 
their grave, and gently shook off all the 
sand. I had ready a bucket of water, just 
a trifle warm, and plunged the whole flower, 
stem and leaves, in it for a minute ;. then 
took them out, and spread them on a cloth

np their beautiful faces in wonder. The 
balsams were a failure, but the others were 
as beautiful aa oould be. The roses and 
gn§M pinks retained just a trifle of sweet
ness; the others were odourless. I arranged 
them in large vases, putting a tablespoon- 
fnl of salt into a quart of warm water. 
They were lovely, and such a treat to see 
them when the ground was all covered 
with snow and the windows thick with 
frost ! I covered them up as warm as I 
could in the night, but either the frost bit 
them, or else their work was accomplished, 
for the next morning they were bereft of 
loveliness. I left a few roses in the sand, 
and in February gave them to a bride to 
wear, and they retained their brightness 
for a whole week by being placed in water 
over night. Therefore I concluded that 
the frost worked the mischief with my

mould. I believe the pleasure I experi
enced in their resuscitation amply compen
sated me for the trouble of embalming 
them, and they were a source of delight to 
my friends whole they lasted. I know of 
no other way in which flowers will preserve 
their natural colour, and it always makes 
me feel sad to look at prereed flowers ; they 
make me think of old age and death. 
Their poor, wrinkled, faded faces are too 
human to give me pleasure in looking at 
them. I would much rather contemplate a 
wreath of immortelles, with bright mosses, 
that give one an idea of endurance, reso
lution and hardihood. By the way, mosses 
can be coloured with the family dyes and 
made very beautiful. A young friend 
sent me a Christmas gift last year ; it was 
a wreath, composed of bright-hned mosses 
and the unfading flowers that she raised in 
her garden. It was a thing of beauty, and 
it is just as bright to-day as it was last 
December, and has not the least sign of 
decay or fading.

I like to assist young girls in fabricating 
pretty articles ; it brings back many plea
sant recollections of my own happy girl
hood, and the many hours I used to spend 
in trying to see what I could do. I had 
some failures, but they only made me more 
determined to succeed. Very dear mem
ories are brought to mind as I recall that 
Christmas bouquet, made thirty-one years 
ago, and the dear ones who admired it 
with me that day. Alas ! I alone am left to 
remember it ; the others, I trust, are 
crowned with immortal wreaths in Paradise. 
—Farmer'» Wife in Country Gentleman.

an’ devotion to me.
Oh, Miss Ad’line !u**« sure Aa line ! l aez, crying as if 

my heart would break—' oh, my dear, dear 
yeag missus !’

No,^she say, softly, ‘not your missus 
now, nebber yer missus any more ; yer ia 
free-free as I am, Linda! An.’ when we 

in yonder heaben,'—an’ ahe 
lifted her little trembling white hand as she 
spoke, • it will not be at miasns an slave, 
bnt as friends, dear Linda ! friends !’ an’ 
dem war de last, liting words she ebber 
spoke.”

One dollar counterfeit bills are in cir
culation in Winnipeg, Man,

SEWING-ROOM CONVENIENCES.
First of all, a sewing machine with t 

hemmer, but without a braider ore tucker 
or a corder. These are great consumers of 
time, and should be voted a nuisance. 
Hang near the sewing machine a scrap bag. 
It may be crocheted of white cotton and 
red yam, and made to assume a cylindrical 
shape by basting bits of old skirt hoop 
inside ; or it may be cut from old slate 
coloured silesia, and have three sides, bound 
at the edges with red braid. ,

A shoe box covered with chintz calice, 
with a cushion on top to contain materials 
to be made up. The shoe boxes are conven
ient to have in bedrooms, answering the 
doable purpose of receptacles for various 
articles and seats for children.

A work basket of courses, famished with 
all the appliances for sewing and mending.

A stocking basket, or what is better, a 
stocking apron made after the style of hos
pital aprons, with two or three deep 
pockets extending from the hem half way 
np the length of the apron. In these 
pockets yarns of various colours and quali
ties have place, and there is room for per
forated hose to bide its time for repair ; 
there are darning-needles in it, anil old 
stockings for making new feet and heels.

A bag containing patterns. The patterns 
should be assorted, those for each member 
of the family wrapped separately in a piece 
of brown paper and duly labelled,that when
ever any particular pattern is wanted it 
may be found without search.

Inaide the closet door of the sewing 
room should be tacked a calico piece bag. 
One width of calico a yard in length will 
make a good size ; on this are gathered 
three or four tiers of pockets. Let there 
be three in the lower tier to contain new 
white muslin, old white muslin, coloured 
cottons and calico ; in the next tier lave 
four pockets and the next six, each labelled 
with the article it ia to hold, and elastic 
tape run into the hems of the pockets to 
retain all the contents in place. There 
wall be no need to" hunt for cords, tapes, 
buttons, or pieces to meed with ; the time 
usually wasted "in that exercise would 
suffice to make half a dozen piece-bags 
such as we have described.

To Rzmovz Grease toon Floors.— 
Apply s paste of wood ashes ; keep it on 
several days, and then wash off.

Rkd Ij»k.—Carmine (Nakarat) 2 grains, 
rain water half an ounce, water ammonia 
20 drops. This is fine for ruling and bank 
purposes.

Ribbons Renewed.—Wash in cool suds 
made of soap, and iron when damp. Cover 
the ribbon with a clean doth, and ro«s “*e 
iron over that If you wish to stiffen the 
ribbon, dip it, while drying, into gum 
arabic water.

To Whitbn Straw Hats.—Scrape stick 
sulphur with a knife, mix the powder to a 
mush with water, plaster it thickly over 
the straw, and dace in the hot sun several 
hours ; brush off when dry. An easy and 
effectual plan.

» To Cleanse the Inside or Jars.—HI}
them with hot water and stir in a spoonful 
or more of prnTlssb ; empty them in an 
hour, and if not perfectly clean, fill again 
and let them stand a few hoars. For large 
vessels lye may be used.

To Mend Cracks nr Stoves.—Take 
wood ashes and salt, equal proportion m 
bulk of each, little 1res of salt ; reduce to 
a soft paste with wold water, and fill cracks 
when the stove or range is cool. The 
cement will soon be : >.... nerfectly hard.

£~

CONCERNING WHEAT.
Dear Sir,—I write in answer fee 

one about wheat in last number A
Weekly Mail.
In the fall of 1876 I got a bushel c 
sr Chaff and a bushel of Seneca. I 
tem on one acre and they yielded

to assume a chrome or tong standing 
dition, exhibits an unhealthy appeal- 
and by means of so many sinuses or t 
discharges matter of variable consist! 
The causes of quitter are pricks in sho 
treads from the opposite foot or fee 
other horses, bruises, Ac., ; but the 
common cause is the infliction of a w 
by the sharpened heels of the shoe in 
ty weather, when men are not sufficii 
careful in turning or backing the anil 

cause quittor ai
swelling and hardness, and thisTond

careful in turning
Froto whatever ------ ----- - m

there is always, in the first place i 
swelling and hardness, and this com3 
of inflammation proceeds for some 
without any definite signs of dissipa 
while the animal becomes unable to se 
foot to the ground. During this prof 

-od and unaastisfactory stage, there is i 
damage going on. There is no tend 
for inflammation to localize itself an< 
confined to the coronet or top of the 
but, on the contrary, it spreads throng 
a large space among the tissues of the 
destroying much of them, and by the 
"that matter or discharge issues from 
coronet, there are a dozen different sii 
or pipes leading to the outer opening.

Nor is this all : in addition to toe 
straction of the soft parts, the hoof 
bone are doubtless involved. The b 
takes upon itself a species of extra pro 
tion, and on the surface of the part affe 
within, there grows a huge tumour, wl 

•ew account of the space it occupies, invi 
the substance of the coffin-bone, and g 
rite to a corresponding depression, 
■cure of quitter may proceed and appar 
!y end well, but at some distant day 
bom tumour produces inconvenience, 
way even render the an qua! useless.

When hones are being shod, more , 
taeulariy sharpened or “roughed,” 
winter, the haste with which the woi 
usually accomplished forbids toe exei 

■°! »o much care as the importance of 
-operation aad value of the animal imp 
tively calls for. Nails will someti 
bend, or “kink,” as the farrier has 
after they are partially driven, and t 
the bulging part presses severely upon 
internal sensitive structures. The u 
•too takes place when nails pass in 
store proximity to the same tissues, 
another time an old stump is left in a fc 
er naü passage Within toe hoof, and w 
a fresh nail ia driven by the farrier it i 
pass, of course without his knowledge, 
tween the stump and sensible parts, ’ 
tons produce unbearable pressure, 
wd stamp left within the hoof i 
likewise direct a fresh nail at once towa 
the inside, and so prick and wound imt 
“OV parts. Sometimes it is withdraw 
ana driven again ; or, after wounding 
sensitive structures, passes outwards, « 
m each case, no suspicion having b 
aroused at the time, the animal soei 
w*k, when shortly he becomes lame, i 
if the cause is not found out at once, 

Pain “d inflammation, s 
ceeaed by the formation of matter, whi 
1* not “berated from below, finds its w 
by accumulation, and destruction oftiss 
to the top when it is discharged froi 
number of pipes, which converge into « Or mm-A nnnninm Al_____ 6 .or more openings as the case may be.

Ihe cure of quittor is variable : it « 
nrely depends upon the stage at which 
is commenced, and the amount of dams 
“ready «lone to the parts. Sometimes tSometimes ibones Mid lateral cartilages, as well as t 

Is, sre so diseased, that if t 
eated, although the quittor dies 

. , , er ringbone or sidebone appeal
«id eventually renders the animal nselei 

“ «en as soon as the worn 
rf® hem inflicted, little more than a pot 
“oe and cooling medicine is required, 
ae coronet has been cut and bruised t 

taopesnted heel of a shoe, carbolic ad 
itth*? !? 6 most valuable remedy, as k

icy to form matter is arrests] 
the animal may go to wad 

ly or two.
ual has been pricked, or bouij 
e offending agent must be i 
od, Mid accumulations of me

S foot™***1 £r0m the edge ol the S0H

i., quittor, arising from a cut or bnm 
is essentially of the sam 

as that caused by suppnratio
__ nails or coma, Ac., and when th

6on?“ traced in all their direJ
Sromtil1* * practice to open them id 
fecal T?7 bottom* by means of a sod 

r^.l:^OWn “ » bistouri. Yeted 
nmaUy furnish then] 

U,-, ^ ^ different kinds of these infeenta, the best of which, the bTtJ 
r^ne, being formed not unlike a pair 1 

“so constricted tost when i
PPunthe Ü sinns’ b7 pressunP withJL ■ dlei?’ * blade is exposed, an] 
from draw™g it the sinus is cut ope] 
ureJ? “d to the other. This procJ fee stimulate, the parts to healtov hS

1*8*01 in

Another

corrosive sublimate
•stringent totioij

cress, the animal should
revere stages of quitter;

be taken from the
of a bar-shoe.

of making good butted
*nd attention. Let clean-i 
d first to the cow bam ; see 
dean, so that no foul odours 
** by the new milk ; that 
tept healthy, sore to yield 
1 milk ; see to the udder,
■ filth be rubbed off into toe 
““g ; to the hands, that 
I defile the milk ; to the
re ; to the milk-pail, p»», I
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